


of a large alcove, men with their sheets drawn over their heads like hoods 


submit resignedly to this mass inhalation treatment, conscious perhaps for 
the first time of the inevitability of death. Little dim yellow lights halfway 
up the walls are like distant stars punctuating this white limbo. 

Guido finds beside him not the cardinal, as indicated in the scenario, 
but Mezzabotta. Guido addresses him in a low voice, but his friend, eyes 
closed and face covered with sweat, apparently does not hear him. There 
is no sequel to this meeting, for Mezzabotta abruptly rises when he hears 
his number called over the loudspeaker, and leaves the room. Undoubtedly 
this fragment is here only because Fellini wants to keep the basic idea of 
an unexpected silent meeting in the midst of the anonymous populace 
of the cavern. 

In fact this scene has now become the pretext for a conversation 
between Guido and Pace. Alberti is supposed to give Pace’s long speech, 
and, since he has a tendency to forget the exact words, he loses the great 
naturalness that we so much admired in the nightclub sequence. Fellini 
makes him rehearse it a dozen times, and then starts shooting. It is only 
after several retakes that he tells his friend: “You tend to declaim. Speak 
lower; Marcello is next to you, it’s a private conversation, and there’s no 
need to talk so loud.” 

Eyeglasses fogged and head low, Marcello listens to his producer’s 
objections: “Believe me, Guido, the audience must understand from the 
beginning, and completely. Vague ideas serve no purpose. They only in- 
crease the confusion.” 


June 28 ~—‘ The extras have finished. We are back in the inti- 
macy of the company regulars and still below ground, but without steam 
today. The dirty sheets are piled in a corner. But not to be sent to the 
laundry. Out of this mass of linen and mud Conocchia rises suddenly, 
naked to the waist. In the middle of the room, on rollers, the phantom 
automobile. When it passes near him, Conocchia raises his head, stretches 
out his hand and calls: “Guido! Guido! Look what they’ve done to me!” 

Then, in another room, empty except for some vertical tubing, Fellini 


spreads the dirty sheets over a wire frame against a wall. It is a game of 
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